THE  TIME   OF   MY  LIFE
entailed no great responsibilities, necessitated no broken sleep,
imposed no emergency calls; furthermore, one's patients never
died and none ever got well.
Aspiring to brain surgery, he seized every opportunity to con-
tinue his dissections, which he allowed me to observe, and later
to participate in. On these occasions we locked ourselves in the
morgue to work undisturbed night after night until our material
was exhausted. With Dr. Moody's help5 and Gray's descriptions, I
could find and identify many important structures which other-
wise would have been meaningless names. *
By midwinter I had made considerable progress. I had read
Gray from cover to cover and had a clear but necessarily limited
understanding of the human machine's construction, I knew
something of pharmacology* and materia medica, and enough
medical chemistry and microscopy to make simple tests. More
important still, I had saved nearly two hundred and fifty dollars.
Among the catalogues I had procured and examined hopefully
was one from a medical school in California which appealed to
me strongly by reason of its attractive setting and low cost of
tuition. From what I had seen of the state in my youth through
the side doors of box-cars, and had read later, Nature had there
scattered her favours prodigally, which gifts had been dressed up
and marketed to immigrants from the East with amazing success.
When a one-day special rate of fifteen dollars from San Antonio
to San Francisco was advertised, my interest in all the other
catalogues expired.
Dr. Graves was very partial to southern universities, preferably
Tulane, but conceded California's charxn and acknowledged some-
what grudgingly the possibility of finding good schools west and
even north of Texas. It was Dr. Turner, the coldly aloof and
stiffly dignified assistant superintendent, whom I had not suspected
of giving me a serious thought, who decided the issue.
He recalled a former associate, a retired teacher of pathology
who had gone to California. Under the benign yet stimulating
influence of perpetual sunshine, golden opportunity and an atmo-
sphere dynamically charged, his rejuvenation had been little short
of miraculous. When Dr. Canney had last been heard from, he
was again teaching his specialty, not in one but in two medical
schools. And when Dr. Turner offered me a letter of introduction
to him it was promptly accepted.
Thus armed and fortified, I set out in February in one of four